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I have a castle in the air, 

A stately castle, graceful, fair. 

Its gleaming turrets lifted high 

Shine softly in the midnight sky, 

And when the stars melt with the night, 
My castle floats in morning light. 

At eve it glows in twilight gray. 

Much lovelier than in the day. 
Contentment always I find there 
Within my castle in the air. 
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Brave pictures on my castle walls 

Are drawn where golden sunshine falls, 
Or where the blue of sky and space 
With stars and moon can find a place. 
A fountain throws its beads about, 

The song birds circle in and out. 

Great books have I and jewels rare 
Within my castle in the air. 


4 
| 
| 
AA 


WEE WISDOM 


But things yet dearer I find there 
Within my castle in the air: 

A kitten-cat of fluffy snow 5 
Beside the ingle's cheerful glow: 
A collie yawning by my chair, 
Within my castle in the air. 


A youthful page in blue and gold 
Within my castle I behold. 

He brings me roses gemmed with dew, 
He brings me long veils, spangled, new, i 
He bows and serves me with much care 
Within my castle in the air. : 
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At times there comes a gallant knight, 
In mail and waving plume bedight: 

I make of him a welcome guest, 

And hear him tell of noble quest, 

In lands beyond the distant seas 
Where valiant princes doff their ease 
For mighty deeds I fain would share 
While in my castle in the air. 
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My castle better still is famed 

For worth that I have not yet named: 
Sometimes a group of children there 
Are playing on the crystal stair. 

They laugh, they make a cheerful stir, 
They slide down on the banister. 
They are so dear in all their ways 

I would not stay them in their plays; 
And, oftentimes they smile at me, 
Draw near, and lean against my knee. 


Oh, I should love to have you share 
My wondrous castle in the air. 
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Chapter I] 
PIPPO AND THE RAIN 

Pippo was happy because at last he had found a name, and also 
because he had made new friends. He played in the sand at the feet 
of his new friends, sometimes tickling the bare, pink toes of the little 
girl to hear her laugh, and sometimes amusing the little boy with his 
antics among the waves. (The children did not know that they were 
watching a fairy.) Pippo soon learned that the baby’s name was 
Toncy and that her brother’s name was Dimmy—at least, that was 
what Toncy called him. 

When Dimmy and Toncy left the beach, Pippo went with them. 
Of course they did not know it, for who has ever seen a fairy when 
the fairy has not wanted to be seen? 

“What an adventure!”’ thought Pippo, as he bounced along in 
his hiding place among the shells that the children were carrying home 
in their pails. “I am learning a great deal about these wonderful 
creatures called children.” 

When the children reached their home, they poured out their 
shells beside their sand pile in the back yard. There they built a beau- 
tiful shell-and-sand castle with a river all about it. A forest of tiny 
twigs of fir stood at one side of the castle and a pie tin lake lay at the 
other side. 

“This is a splendid castle,” thought Pippo. “What a lucky 
fairy I am to have found these new friends who, besides giving me a 
name, have built me a fine home.” 

So here Pippo lived happily till one night a great rain beat down 
the castle walls and carried the little fairy away in its flood. In great 
confusion Pippo felt himself being carried on and on by the wild tor- 
rent. At length he was dropped down and down into a dark cavern. 
He was hurried through the darkness till at last he found himself float- 
ing upon his old friend, the great river. 

“‘How shall I return to my home and my two little friends?” 
asked Pippo of the great river. The river replied: 
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He clambered upon the soft, fleecy cloud. 


“Lurg-a-loo, 
Lurg-a-loo. 
Ask the sun. "Twill be fun 
And adventure.” 
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So Pippo asked the sun, when it rose the next morning: “How 
shall I find my way back to my new home?” 

The sun beamed and answered: 

““Clouds may know, 
Hanging low 
O’er the river.” 

The sun obligingly sent down one of his rays for Pippo to use as 
a ladder to the clouds. Pippo thanked the sun and sprang nimbly 
up the shining ladder to the sky. There he spoke to the first cloud 
that he saw: 

“Oh, little gray cloud, please tell me how I shall find my way 
home to Toncy and Dimmy.” 

The little gray cloud nodded its head gently and murmured: 

“Float with me; 
Soon you'll see 
Little Toncy.” 

Pippo was delighted. He clambered upon the soft, fleecy cloud 
and soon was sailing over the river. Presently a cool breeze fluttered 
by and the little gray cloud spread its wings and sailed swiftly 
toward the earth. Lower and lower it sank. Suddenly Pippo found 
himself spilled (with a host of tiny raindrops that he had not noticed 
before) from the little gray cloud, into space. Down he fell toward 
the earth, and below him he discovered Toncy and Dimmy’s sand pile. 
How glad he was! He turned a double somersault in the air and 
landed upon his head in the middle of the ruins of the shell-and-sand 
castle. 

““Thank you, little gray cloud,” he cried. “But for you, I should 
not have found my way home.” 

But the little gray cloud was nowhere in sight. Only the rain- 
drops, pattering about Pippo, sang softly in answer: 

“*Pit-pat-pitter-pat. 
We're sometimes here and sometimes there; 
We ever serve the earth so fair. 
Pit-pat-pitter-pat.”” 
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Bounce 


Mary Luise Jfemphill 


EB 


Billy and Betty were happy because they were going with 
Mamma for a long visit at Grandma’s—yet not entirely happy, be- 
cause they had to leave Bobby and Nell, their little playmates. 

Billy and his sister Betty had a nice big back yard in which to 
play, and just behind it, over the fence, Bobby and his sister Nell 
had another nice big back yard. As the children were good friends 
and the fence was very easy to climb, they played together in the one 
yard or the other almost every day, and of course they had wonder- 
ful times. 

Bobby and Billy liked best to play that they were farmers, with 
big fields to plow, crops to plant and harvest, and frisky young horses 
to train; or that they were carpenters, with very tall houses to build, 
or engineers with long trains to run—and many other such games. 
Betty and Nell liked best to play house in a nice, shady corner. They 
liked to set Nell’s little table with Betty’s little dishes, and put their 
dollies to bed in the cunning little hammock that their brothers had 
made for them. Often the four children played together, taking turns 
in the swing, or climbing like monkeys in the apple tree in Billy’s yard, 
or in the cherry tree in Bobby’s yard. 

They had such good times together that Billy and Betty were 
almost unwilling to go away, even for a visit at Grandma’s farm, and 
Bobby and Nell did not wish them to go, even for a few weeks. 

Out at Grandma’s, Betty and Billy had a fine, happy visit, help- 
ing to feed the little, squealing black pigs, learning to find all the hens’ 
nests and to gather the eggs and carry them carefully in to Grandma. 
Grandpa taught them to help milk gentle Bossy-cow, and he let them 
drink all they wanted of the fresh, warm milk—from their own china 
mugs that Grandma had given them. They did, oh, so many nice, 
new things, and they really had a lovely visit. But they were glad 
when Mamma decided that it was time to go back home. 

“Whoop!” shouted Billy, “I'll get to see Bobby!” “Goody!” 
exclaimed Betty, “I'll get to see Nell!” 

It was after dark when they got off the train at home. Papa 
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met them with the car, and soon they 
were snugly asleep in their own beds. 

When Betty and Billy awoke, 
the sun was shining beautifully. They 
dressed as quickly as they could, and 
ran to the back window to look over 
at Bobby and Nell’s house. But they 
couldn’t see it very well, for while they 
had been away Bobby and Nell’s papa had built a new garage in his 
yard, and to see the house plainly from their windows, Billy and Betty 
would now have to look right through the walls of the garage—and 
of course they couldn’t do that! 

They could hardly wait to finish their breakfast, they were in 
such a hurry to get out and find Bobby and Nell. As soon as Mamma 
said that they could go out to play they ran through the kitchen, across 
the back porch, down the steps, and scampered across their yard with- 
out stopping to try their teeter-totter board, or to look at their pet 
rabbits, or to dig in their big, clean sand pile, or anything else. They 
climbed up on the fence, and Billy called, “O Bobby! Bob-bee!” 
And Betty called, ““O Nell! Nel-lee!’’ But no Bobby and no Nell 
ran out to meet them. Only two mocking voices came back with the 
words: “O Bobby! Bob-bee!” “O Nell! Nel-lee!” 

Billy tried again, louder than before: ““O Bobby! Bob! Come 
out and play! We're home!” The only answer was his own words 
back to him: “O Bobby! Bob! Come out and play! We're 

ome!” 

A surprised Billy looked at Betty, and a surprised Betty looked 
back at him. Then Betty tried again. ‘‘Nellie,” she called sweetly, 
“why don’t you come out?” 

“Nellie, why don’t you come out>’’ answered the mocking voice. 

““They’re joking us!” said Billy. ‘““They’re hiding from us and 
just saying what we say, to tease us.” 

“That isn’t a nice joke!” said Betty, ready to cry. “I think 
they’re mean!” 

“They think they’re smart!” said Billy. “‘I’d like to get even 
with them!” 

“I’m going to tell Mamma on 
them!” cried Betty. 

They ran in to tell Mamma 
about the unfriendly playmates who 
» they thought had teased them so un- 
Pst’ kindly; but they found that Mamma 


had gone out on an errand, and Katie, 
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who was busy with the washing machine, just laughed at their story. 
“They’re still asleep, I’m thinkin’,” she said, “and they know nothin’ 
about your callin’.” 

“*But we called loud enough to wake them,” Billy told her, “I’m 
sure we did.” 

“They’re just playing a trick on us,” said Betty. 

“We'll just play in our own yard and never even look at them 
when they do come out!” planned Billy. “Yes, we'll do just that!” 
agreed Betty. 

So they dug in the sand pile, and tried the swing, and fed the 
rabbits—but somehow nothing was fun—you know it never is when 
you're feeling cross and unkind. 

They did not see a sign of Bobby or of Nell, and at last they 
could stand the waiting no 
longer. “Let’s call again,” 
suggested Billy. “‘Maybe 
they really were asleep, and 
don’t know we're at home.” 

“All right,” agreed 
Betty, “‘let’s try once more.” 
So they climbed up on the 
fence again, and called to- 
gether, “Bobby! Nell! yy, 
Come out! Come out! Nell! 2 
Bobby! Come out!” And the only reply that they got was a mock- 
ing voice that spoke their own words: “Bobby! Nell! Come out! 
Come out! Nell! Bobby! Come out!” 

Then Betty did cry, and Billy tried to look as if he too were not 
about to cry; and they were puzzled and unhappy, and said unkind 
things about Bobby and Nell. 

en they saw Mamma coming they ran to meet her. They 
told her the whole story, both talking at once, and both saying that 
Nell and Bobby were bad children, and that they would never, never, 
play with them any more, and all such foolish things as angry people 
are likely to say. 

“‘Now, my dears,”” answered Mamma, “‘we’ll just sit down here 
on the back steps in the shade and talk about it quietly. Haven't 
Nell and Bobby always treated you fairly before? Haven't you 
known them for a long time and found them good, kind playmates? 
And now are you going to forget all the good you know of them, be- 
cause this one time it seems that they are not treating you well?” 

“But, Mamma, we know they’re being mean to us?” explained 
Billy, earnestly. ‘They hid from us and wouldn’t come out when 
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we called them, and they just said what we 
said right back to us every time!” 

“*Just making fun of us,” added Betty, 
“and we're sure of 

Mamma looked thoughtful for a few 
moments, then she asked: “‘How far can you 
throw your new rubber balls that Grandpa 
gave you?” 

“Oh, very far!” cried Betty. “Oh, 
from here to next week!”’ boasted Billy. 
“Can you throw them as far as Bobby’s 

garage?” smiled Mamma. 
“Why, ee isn’t far,” said both children. ‘“We can throw them 
farther than that!” 

“‘Let’s try that first,” said Mamma, smiling again, and they ran 
to bring the new balls—hard, red rubber balls that were fine bouncers. 

““Now stand near the fence and throw them straight and hard at 
the garage wall,” directed Mamma. 

“Ladies first,” said Billy, stepping aside for Betty. She threw © 
her ball with all her might. Thud! It hit the garage wall and, 
before Betty could move, was right back in her hands! Then Billy 
threw his ball hard and straight. Smack! It flew right back over the 
fence and struck the rabbit house, making the bunnies jump. 

“You see,” Mamma explained, “‘the garage wall sent your balls 
back to you. It also sent your voices back to you. We call that the 
echo. Now I will stand here and call, ‘Billy!’ ‘Betty!’ and you 
both listen to what the echo says. Did you hear that? The words 
came back, just as I spoke them, and in my own voice. It was Betty’s 
ball that came back to Betty, and 
Billy’s ball that came back to Billy, 
just as the echoes came back in the same 
voice that called. The echo can send 
back only what we give it. Try laugh- 
ing at it, or calling something pleasant, 
and see what it sends to you.” 

Soon Billy and Betty were play- 
ing a wonderful game with Echo. 

“Ha, ha, ha,” they would call, 
and “Ha, ha, ha,”” Echo would answer, 
always just as they had spoken. 

“Let’s call this fine new game 
‘bounce tag,’ ”’ said Billy, “because we 
tag old Mr. Echo and he bounces our 
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voices right back to us. And let’s tell Bobby and Nell ” He 
stopped, looking foolish, for he remembered that he had just been say- 
ing that he would never speak to Bobby or to Nell again. 

“O Billy,” said Betty, “what unkind things we said about them 
—and they didn’t hear us call at all!” 

“No,” said Mamma, “for they are not at home. I heard this 
morning that they are in the city visiting their grandmother; so they 
were not the unkind ones, after all.”” 


“Well, I’m glad they weren’t 
unkind,” remarked Billy, soberly, 
“and I’m going to be nicer than 
ever to them to make up for the 
things I said.” 

“And so am promised 
Betty. 

That afternoon the children 
were having a good time playing 
bounce tag. They were calling 
nice, pleasant things, such as this: 
“O Bobby! O Nell! We like 
you, and we want to see you, and 
we're home again!” And Echo 
said it back, just as pleasantly. 

Then the nicest thing hap- 
pened! Around the corner of the 
new garage came Bobby and 
Nell! 

““Why, hello! hello!”’ they shouted. “My, but we're glad you 
are athome! We just now got home from our grandma’s, and before 
we went into the house, we heard you calling us, so we ran right back 
here to find you.” 


And now four happy, friendly children play bounce tag together. 


WHY NOT 


Harry, San ames. IQ, 10 years) 


God makes the flowers and the trees, 
God makes the little honey bees; 
God makes all things great and small, 
So why not learn to love them all? 
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Dear Wisdoms: 

We have come to another birthday number of Wee Wis- 
dom, and I am wondering how much you have learned from 
the magazine this year and how much use you have made of 
what you have learned. Learning is of very little value to us 
unless we use the good that comes to us in that way. I wish 
that I could talk this over with you, face to face. In that way 
I could tell you a great many things which would take too 
much space in the magazine, if I were to write all of them. 
And if we were face to face you could tell me many things 
that we would not have room to publish, should you write all 
of them. 

In my July letter I told you that we were going to have 
a Wee Wisdom meeting at Peoria. We had the meeting, and 
it was one of the very best that I have attended. Wherever 
I go I find the Wisdoms eager and happy, and that makes me 
all the more feel that I should like to have all the Wisdoms 
in the world gathered together in one great hall—a large, large 
hall; or perhaps we could have our meeting out in some lovely 
field under cool shade trees. Then we could talk and talk. 

In this new Wee Wisdom year let us do all that we can 
to make use of Wee Wisdom and to see that our friends also 
have it to read. These are the things I should like for you to 
do, and they are the things you would like to have me do. So, 
all together for the best of all years for Wee Wisdom. 

With love, 
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Dear Wee Wisdom Readers: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and poems; 
we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying to give 
each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a story or a poem 
published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first has 
appeared we may not use it, because we wish to let each reader have 
a place on the Young Authors pages. 

All stories and poems to be published in October Wee Wisdom 
must be in our office by August 1. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 

The Editor 
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Once upon a time there was a beautiful princess. She lived in 
a castle with her father, a kind old king. The princess was never 
satisfied with the things she had. She was always wanting something 
new. 

One day she said she wanted some jewelry and some perfume for 
her hair. An angel heard her and he said: 

“Your hair is too beautiful to need jewelry. Such ornaments 
would spoil your looks. Come with me and | will show you both 
ornaments and perfume growing on a bush.” He then led her to a 
rose bush in the garden. 
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“Pluck some of these and place them in your hair. Are they 
not beautiful >” he asked, producing a large mirror. 

“‘Aren’t they lovely >”’ the princess exclaimed. She turned to say 
something to the angel, but he was gone. 

Still the princess was not happy. One day she declared that she 
wanted a thousand diamonds, and wished they grew on bushes. 

The same angel heard her. He came to her at once and asked 
her to repeat what she had said. The princess was rather ashamed 
of herself, but she said: 

“T wish I had a thousand diamonds, and that they grew on 
bushes.” 

“If you had diamonds it would only make you wish for some- 
thing else. Follow me, and I will show you something more beautiful 
than diamonds.”” He led her out into the garden. It was early in the 
morning, and the bushes were covered with dewdrops. 

“Look at this,” said the angel. “‘Is this not a pretty sight, and 
could the bushes be moye beautiful if there were diamonds on them?” 

“Oh, no,” cried the princess. Then the angel vanished. 

As I told you before, the princess was never contented. Her 
next wish was that she might have a maiden to sing for her when she 
was lonely. She was expecting the angel this time, but he did not 
appear. Something whispered in her ear: 

““Go out into the garden.” 

For the first time, she really noticed the birds’ singing. I suppose 
it was the angel who openea aer ears so that she heard. It made her 
happy to listen, but before long she wished again. 

This time she wished she had a pet. She already had two cats 
and a dog. Something told her again to ¢o out into the garden. This 
she did, and she saw a squirrel scurry across the path in front of 
her. Then the angel appeared, and he said: 

“Mother Nature has given to you the squirrel, the rabbit, and 
all the outdoor folk. You cannot capture these pets and keep them 
with you all the time; therefore you will not tire of them as you do of 
your cats and your dog.” 

“Wait a minute!” the princess cried. “I have one more wish.” 
“And if I grant it will you promise to be content?” said the angel. 
“Yes, indeed. My father is very kind to me, but I want a nice 

room, all to myself. The palace is so cold and ugly. If I had a pretty 
room I should be happy.” 

The angel had disappeared, but something whispered in her ear, 
“Come out into the garden, tomorrow morning, early.” 

The next morning the princess got out of bed and dressed. She 
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hurried out into the garden. For the first time in her life she noticed 
how beautiful the garden was. The rain had just stopped, and the 
drops were clinging to the bushes. The roses had burst out in full 
bloom, and the air was filled with their sweet fragrance. The birds 
were singing their sweetest songs, and the squirrels and the rabbits 
scurried across the field. Butterflies were now and then lighting on the 
flowers. In the sky was a beautiful rainbow. The sun was shining 
its brightest, and the whole garden was full of happiness. For the 
first time the princess had her ment of it. 


PONY 


Géteude Rlun(0 years) 
Dubuque, Lowa 


«4 My father bought my brother Rich 
And me a little pony. 

We never need to use a switch, 
So good is little Tony. 


We take our turns in riding him, 
A half a mile or more, 

But when we see the twilight glim, 
Return to our own door. 


Our little friends with greatest glee 
All try to take a ride, 

But Tony loves us best, you see, 
And he, too, is our pride. 


SON G— 


Oh, we put the Truth to music 

And we sing it every day; 
It turns our clouds to sunshine, 

And it makes our work seem play. 

If a frown starts coming, we smile it right away— 
God teaches us how to smile. 
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“Oh, me!”’ sighed Carol, for she had to practice her music lesson. 
“Where is the place, anyway? Oh, here it is! It’s hard, too.” 

Right in the middle of Carol’s sulking, a little note-man came 
out of the page that was before her and began dancing a jig on the 
piano keys. 

“T’ll cheer you up! I'll cheer you up!” 
he said in a high note as he danced upon a 
key. “Tl cheer you up! I'll cheer you 
up!”’ another key echoed, as a low note-man 
danced on it. 

“Oh, you happy creatures! I thought 
you were dull, but now I know you are not,” said Carol. 


Then several little note-men came out and began dancing and the © 


piano keys sang in chorus: “We'll cheer you up! We'll cheer you up!” 
“Carol! Carol!” some one called, and Carol rubbed her eyes 
and sat erect. “Have you practiced, Carol?” 


“No, but I will, Mother,” said Carol. Atnd she did, for she had 
learned to love the little notes instead of disliking them. 
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I wish I could sing like a bird, 
And swell my saucy throat. 


I'd sing with happiness all day, 
With cheerfulness each note. 


I'd sing so all the world could hear, 
So gloom would take a flight; 
I'd sing a song of happiness, 
So joy’d be with you day and night. 


I'd like to sing a song to all, 
A song of joy and mirth. 

I'd like to spread my song about 
To every corner of the earth. 
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The sun is up, the air is bright, 

The dew is shining in the light. 

The wild rose bends to greet the morn, 
While gentle breezes sway the corn. 
The meadow lark on mounting wing 
Its song of life is heard to sing. 

The mists that from the hollows rise, 
The white clouds floating in the skies, 
And the distant emerald green 

Of the hilltop’s changing sheen 

All proclaim that God is love, 
Within, around us, and above. 


Operhoxer. 12 years) 


“AM a beautiful purple pansy. 

The first thing I ever knew I was in a tight shell with 
my brothers. I lay there so long I thought I should be there 
always, but finally the shell loosened. I felt better. Then I saw a 
ray of light. Oh, how good it looked! 

After some time the shell was wide open. One day I heard a 
noise. It was a small boy coming to pick the flower seeds. He picked 
me last, so I was in the top of his pail. We were put into a dark room 
with other seeds and there we lay all through the winter. 

At last spring came. We were put out into the sunshine. I 
was in a little dish. Then I was planted in a pretty flower pot. I 
was then moved, but I knew not where. As I peeped up out of the 
soil I saw a little boy. I heard him call his mother. She came and 
looked at me. “How pretty it looks,” she said. 

After some time I got some pretty children of my own. Once 
as the boy looked at me he said, ““How lonesome I| was before this 
pansy came here. How much happier I feel!’ Oh, how happy I 
was to hear this. I had helped him! 
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HEN I am asleep in bed, 

Beside me lies my little bear— 

Of course you know his name is Ted— 
And every night you'll find us there. 


One night I dreamed that Ted and I 
Were in the woods where big bears stay. 
And then we heard Ted’s mother cry, 
““We’ve missed you since you've been away.” 


And right before us in a den 
Stood two big bears beside each other. 
They said to Ted, ““Where have you been?” 
They were his father and his mother. 


And then a great big ugly bear 
Put his claws upon my head; 
He made me tremble with much fear— 


And I wished that I were back in bed. 


I was scared so bad I almost cried, 
Then I waked up in my bed; 

And there I found, right by my side, 
My little woolly bear, m bear, my Ted. 


abbin¢gton (12 years) 
ID 


Once I went to visit my aunt, just before my birthday She had 
five very pretty goldfish and one little tadpole in a beautiful aquarium. 
I thought they were very pretty, and when my birthday came my 
aunt gave them to me as a gift. Mother feeds them every day and 
they come right to the top of the bowl, but when any one else comes 
near they dive right to the bottom. I love the little fish and find them 
much company. 
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Mounlamn 


I should love to climb the mountain, 
It looks so near the sky; 

I wonder what it would feel like 
To be up in the air so high? 


I could have a talk with the man in the moon, 
For he is so wondrous wise, 

I could have a game with the little stars, 
They’d be just about my size. 


They could tell me where they go in the day, 
And why the sky is blue, 

And who spilled the milk on the Milky Way, 
And if they have lessons to do. 


Is the moon their father so big and white? 
And the sun their mother so warm and bright > 
And do they get tucked into bed at night? 


I'll climb the mountain some day, I know, 
And find out the things that puzzle me so. 


TRY, TRY - AGAIN 


illiarn “Wilso ears 


OME people try and fail and say, 

“It’s no use,” and let their chance get away. 
But there’s nothing better than to try and ever try, 
For you'll succeed by and by. 

Try, try again is a good motto for you. 
You aren’t alone, for others try too. 
Try, try again is the motto not new, 
Try, try again is the motto for you. 
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Ohde( 
Ri, 


When first I wake in the aanie 
I wonder what I hear 

That comes to me through the hallway, 
Such sweet trilling to my ear! 


Then I know it is my birdie, 
Singing for his breakfast again. 
For he sings the same each morning, 

Whether there is sun or rain. 


Oh! the songs he sings to me each day. 
I’m sure nothing could be sweeter. 

“Tweet! tweet! tweet!” he will say, 
So I just named him “Tweeter.” 


KITTY 


Florence Willias 3 MO years) 


ulfnomah-,; 
I have a pretty kitty, 
Her fur is all soft gray. 
- I wish you could see my kitty 
m When she begins to play. 


She loves to play with rubber balls, 
Hitting them with her paws. 

She jumps at flies upon the sill, 
Tries to catch them with her claws. 


I love my little kitty, 
And I can plainly see 

From her rubbing and her purring 
That my kitty cat loves me. 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Motto—I speak only good words. 

Club pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: “I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil.” A club pin will be given to each member 
when he has written four monthly letters to the secretary, telling her 
how he has kept the pledge, and sent in one subscription to Wee 
Wisdom. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
secretary of the Good Words-Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, 
Mo. 

Reports and letters—Alll letters and club reports must be sent to 
the Good Words-Booster club secretary. 

Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these 
pages. 
For the readers who wish to correspond—lf the reader to whom 
you write does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


There are flowers and there are weeds in the fields. If you were 
going into a field to gather a bouquet, you would pick the flowers. 
You would not put even one weed into your bouquet. If some one 
should offer you a ragged, dusty weed to go with your flowers, you 
would say: 

“Oh, no. That would spoil my bouquet.” 

Words may be like flowers or like weeds. No one loves weed- 
words. ‘E-very one loves flower-words. The Good Words club helps 
you to use flower-words that will make your speech a beautiful bou- 
quet of many lovely words. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 
Dear Wee Wisdom—One day I had a bad headache that wouldn't go 
away. While I was looking through Wee Wisdom I found The Prayer of 


Faith. I learned it so that I could say it well—and my headache was gone! 
—Helen Cline. 
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Dear Wees—I am writing this note to tell you how much I enjoy 
Wee Wisdom and how much The Prayer of Faith has helped me. I say 
The Prayer of Faith every night before I go to bed. One time I had a bad 
cold and I said, ““God is my health, I can’t be sick.” I kept saying it over 
and over to myself and in a few days I was well again. I shall always take 
Wee Wisdom, and when I am too large to enjoy it I shall send it to some 
little child. I read the stories to Mother and she enjoys them as much as I do. 
; - Wee Wisdom came every week instead of every month.—Betty Cleve- 
land. 

Dear Secretary—Some more new members! We have twenty members in 
our branch. The Prayer of Faith has been very helpful to me. One day when 
I got to school I had lost my sewing box. I looked everywhere for it but did 
not find it. I said The Prayer of Faith over and over. The next day when 
I came to school I found my sewing box.—Geneva Hutcherson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy you very much. You help me in all my 
work. I did not understand my arithmetic test but when I said The Prayer 
of Faith it became clear to me. I always give Wee Wisdom to my teacher 
when I have read it. There is no other book like it—Méillicent Savage. 

Dear Editor—I have taken Wee Wisdom for three years and | like it 
very much. I had a very bad headache just a few days ago. I said The 
Prayer of Faith and Iwas well in a few minutes.—Louis Reed. 


Dear Friends—Sunday before last I took some enrollment blanks for the 
Good Words-Booster club to Sunday school with me. I don’t know why, 
but I did. After I had been sitting down for a while my Sunday school teacher 
asked me what those things were. I told her and explained them to her and 
she seemed very much interested. She told me I could have five minutes to talk 
to the girls about the club. When I finished three girls said they would join 
and four more said they would like to take blanks home and ask their mothers 
about joining. I gave out seven. The three names that I sent in last week 
are the ones that had joined then. Last Sunday three more joined with the 
permission of their mothers. I was surprised to get six to join. Surely God 
was with me when I was talking —Lucy Henley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have a little sister and we like you. I read the 
stories and poems to her because she is too small to read. I hope my Wee 
Wisdom will never stop coming.—Charlotte White. 

Dear Friends—I have three more members for our club. My success in 
good words seems to increase daily. I have many more and better friends since 
I began to use only good words. A blessing for each club member.—Doreen 
Stokes. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This will be the fourth year that I have taken 
Wee Wisdom. There is not a page in the magazine that I read that I do not 
enjoy. My favorite story is Blanche’s Corner. I am ten years old and in the 
eighth grade. I have never been able to paint pictures so well as some of my 
friends do, but I always enjoy trying to paint the Little Artist’s page.—Frances 
Copeland. 

Dear Club—I am sending you the name of a new member. Please bless 
her.—Norma Geneva Field. 

Dear Secretary—I have not written to you for a long time, but I 
have not forgotten to say good words. I think I say a good many more good 
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words than I did last year. Our teacher will not let us say words that we 
shouldn’t. That helps. I hope that you keep on getting new members for the 
club.— Elaine W oodworth. 

Dear Good Words-Booster club—I am sending you another application 
blank, filled out by a new member. A girl brought a water dog to school. It 
was green and had eyes like a frog. It had a tail like a polliwog’s but it was 
longer. It had claws on its feet. It liked to eat flies: Mervyn Chamberlain. 

Dear Secretary—I am getting along well in keeping my pledge. I have 
five new joiners and Mamma has two new ones. I hope I can always keep 
my pledge. Mamma and I both learned “The Heart’s Garden.”’ I think it is 
a fine piece. We also know The Prayer of Faith—Lila Fay Adee. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have not been taking Wee Wisdom long but it is 
very interesting. I like Blanche’s Corner best of all. Every Friday we have 
to report on some book and I always read from Wee Wisdom. The children 
and the teacher like it. I always read what other children write and the letters 
are very interesting.—Harriet Morris. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You will find your traveling expenses for another 
year in this letter. I think I couldn’t get along without you and I don’t want 
to try, as I have taken you for nine years. My favorite stories are Blanche’s 
Corner and Home Tots, though I like ““The Squareness of Neil Morris.” I am 
trying hard to be a Camp Fire Girl and I think God will help me to be.—Beth 
Edwards. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have read Wee Wisdom and I think it is the 
best magazine I have ever seen. I say The Prayer of Faith; it has helped me 
very much and | am getting better. I like the memory verses and stories that 
are in Wee Wisdom. I will pray with you for others. I am still not able to 
walk, but I am much better since I started to pray.— Agnes Lard. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing to tell you that I have had great 
satisfaction from Wee Wisdom, and that I have much pleasure in reading the 
stories and in solving the riddles and puzzles. When I have finished with Wee 
Wisdom I lend it to a boy friend; he likes it very well. My friend has a 
brother who is too small to read, so he reads the stories to him. The pictures 
for painting are very nice. Our teacher reads us stories from Wee Wisdom. 
A number of other children in our neighborhood take the magazine.—Herbert 
Gilfillan (Canada). 

Dear Wee Wisdom Friends—I love Wee Wisdom. In our March Wee 
Wisdom we had a little story, ““The Happiest Day,”” from which I learned a 
lesson. I think the story of Neil Morris is very interesting. I thank you for 
your prayers. Let us keep in mind that God is our help.— Mildred Davis. 

Dear Editor—I like the stories in your magazine very much. [I spent the 
winter in Los Angeles and on March | I left there by automobile. It was a 
bright sunny morning and we left at 8 o'clock. At 3 o'clock I was in the snow 
at Big Bear. The next day it started to snow, and it snowed off and on for 
three days. The snew was very deep and there were all kinds of winter sports 
at Big Bear. That country, covered with snow, is a very beautiful sight to see. 
My daddy has a typewriter and I like to write my letters on it, as they are 
much easier to read. I say The Prayer of Faith—Robert Warfield, jr. 

‘Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have done me more good than I can tell you. 
You have aided me in school and outside of school. You have helped me to 
be better to other people, more thoughtful for the comfort of others, less selfish. 


28 WEE WISDOM 


In fact, you have done so much for me that I’m going to do something for you. 
I’m going to make a girl friend of mine a birthday present of you. In addition 
to all the things mentioned above, you have aided me in making many friends. 
I should like to have more friends, for I feel as if I could never have too many 
friends.— Alice Smith. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy reading you; I have been taking you for 
five years. My grandma is taking Unity and she likes it very well. I go to 
church and Sunday school regularly. I joined the church in February. I like 
The Prayer of Faith and Home Tots. I also enjoy reading the letters the 
children write. I wish that all the little children in foreign lands knew about 
you. I look forward to the beginning of each month because you will come. 
—Martha Evelyn Crellin. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy Wee Wisdom very much and it is very 
interesting. I have read every issue. I had a very nice Christmas. I earned 
my money by going after the milk each evening, at $.02 an evening.—Lee 
Bernadine Ausmus. 

Dear Unity School—I have read the books that you sent to me and they 
have done me good. I have read the stories and learned a lot of poems. When 
I was sick I said The Prayer of Faith and the sickness went away. I love 
to sit by the fire and read the stories. I love the song in the back of the book. 
I think that I will learn some of the poems in the next book.—Junior James. 

_ Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for two years and I like 
you very, very much indeed. I just feel that I could not do without you. 
I know The Prayer of Faith and say it every day, and it helps me in everything. 
Wee Wisdom is very dear to me because my Daddy gives it to me for Christmas. 
I read it from beginning to end and it does me much good. I also study the 
Sunday school lessons at home. I say the Table Blessing when mealtime comes. 
My mother likes to read Wee Wisdom, and she said that it was the best book 
for me. I surely love it better than any other magazine I have ever had.—Gume 
Simmons. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am nine years old and in the fourth grade. I 
like The Prayer of Faith. I say it every day. The story that I like best is 
“Opportunity.” My sister took Wee Wisdom one year and I have taken it 
two years.—Donald Roage. 

Dear Editor—I thank you for your nice letter. I have passed my entrance 
examination to a big school for boys. I have not been to school before, and 
I am looking forward to it. I will try to get some readers for you when I go. 
I hope that you received many subscriptions as birthday presents. I like The 
Prayer of Faith and it has helped me very much.—Richard Troward (England). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom, and my mamma likes to read 
it, also. I hope that you will go on for years and years with your play work. 
—Weltmer Keable. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My grandmother sent Wee Wisdom to me for one 
year, and I enjoy reading it. I go over the Sunday school lessons every Sunday. 
I have learned The Prayer of Faith—Stanley Himes. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER READERS 


Iva Corlett: prosperity and health for family, help in music, and that she 
may be a better girl; Jean Davenport: school work and obedience to her mother; 
Docia Hardin: that she may be a good girl; David Howe: that he may write 
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better; Mary Stapleton: prayers; Eleanor Shill: health; Lithia Crutchfield: 
health for self and prayers for brother; Hope Heuer: health; Betty MacGowan: 
school work and health for father, mother and self. 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER READERS 


Nedra Hawkins (12 years), rfd No. 1, box 573, Owensmouth, Calif. ; 
Robert Humphrey, Guilderland Center, N. Y.; Noreen Phillips, 532 Home st., 
Winnipeg, Man., Canada; Iva Corlett (12 years), 503 Albemarle ave., Rocky 
Mount, N. C.; Harold Anderson, 603 W. 9th ave., Middletown, Ohio; 
Dorothy Thompson (13 years), 1112 Highway, Redwood City, Calif.; Roy 
Wilson, jr. (11 years), 511 E. Marshall st., Tulsa, Okla.; Katherine Edger 
(9 years), c/o Sand Springs home, Sand Springs, Okla.; Betty Genrich (7 
years), 837 44th st., Milwaukee, Wis.; Betty Lou Sample, 4247 St. James pl., 
San Diego, Calif.; Geraldine McCarty (11 years), Woodson, Tex.; Paul 
Adamah Welbeck (16 years), c/o p. o. box 314, Accra, Gold Coast, W. 
Africa; Rose Ward, 56914 Leo ave., Portland, Oregon. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 
Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others can do 
so by saying this prayer for them. 
God is my help in every need; 
God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, juides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and lovin}, too. 
All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 
God is my health, I can’t be sick; 
God is my stren3th, unfailin3, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 
Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus 
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For the Little 4 


ctures for 


Mix a little red and yellow together to make orange, then give entire 
sketch a wash of orange. Mix a little red and blue to make violet. Give 
a violet tint to the kimona of the child at right. Tint child’s pajama suit 
green. Mix a little yellow and blue to make green. Tint fans on the 
upper lantern blue and red. Tint walk brown. Add a little blue to orange 
to make brown. Tint baby’s cheeks and banners, at sides, pink. 
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LESSONS 


Lesson 6, AuGustT 7, 1927. 
DAVID SPARES SAUL.—I Samuel 26. 


GoLpDEN TExtT—Be not overcome of evil, but overcome evil with 
good.—Rom. 12:21. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


This lesson shows the way in which divine love acts, even toward 
those who try to harm it. The ill feeling that Saul had toward David 
shows us how the will and the heart strive to rule our lives. When the 
will sees us growing in love it fears that love will take its place as ruler, 
and it tries to drive love out of our hearts. 

But love does not wish to destroy the will, even though it is much 
more powerful than the will. Love always tries to protect and to build 
up everything that it touches. Saul’s falling asleep in his camp teaches 
us that our human powers need rest. After the will has been active for 
some time, trying to overcome all other things that might take its place, 
it has to rest or sleep. 

If David had had evil in his heart, he might easily have taken Saul’s 
life while Saul was asleep in his own camp. Love is a spiritual power; 
it does not need to rest, as human powers do. But although love is awake 
when the will sleeps, love will not destroy any good thing. 

When Saul learned that David had been at his side and yet had 
not harmed him, he repented of the evil that he had tried to do to David. 
In like manner the will becomes softened by the good works of love. 

As divine love fills our lives and turns our wills from evil ways, 
we should be honest enough to confess our sins, as Saul confessed his. 
Then greater spiritual power will come to us and we shall grow closer to 


God by thinking and acting in Godlike ways. 
LESSON QUESTIONS 


What does the will do when it sees us growing in love? 
Does love wish to destroy the will? 
Do our spiritual powers need rest > 
What comes to us when we repent? 
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LEssoON THOUGHT—The forgiving love of Jesus Christ is expressed 
in me. 
MEMORY VERSE 
The love of God has come to me, 
My every thought to fill; 


It drives out every error thought 
And softens human will. 


Lesson 7, Aucust 14, 1927. 


DAVID BRINGS THE ARK TO JERUSALEM.—II Samuel 
- 2:1-4; 5:1-5; 6:1-15; Psalms 24. 


GoLDEN TEXT— 
We shall be satisfied with the goodness of thy house, 
Thy holy temple. 
—Psalms 65:4. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In the first part of today’s lesson we learn that David was made 
king over Israel. This stands for love’s becoming ruler over all our thoughts, 
which come together as the people of Israel came together at Hebron to 
anoint their new king. 

The ark of God’s covenant is a sign of God’s law in man. Be- 
cause God had led and had cared for the people of Israel, the sign of 
his law was a very sacred thing in their lives. When we trust ourselves 
to God’s care, his inner laws and their outer signs become holy to us and 
we want to care for them and guard them from all harm. 

When the ark was brought from its resting place there was great 
joy among the people. When the spirit of the law of the Lord is lifted 
to a high place in our thoughts, joy and gladness and music fill our hearts. 

The death of the man who put out his hand to touch the ark 
teaches us that when we have put a thing into the hands of Spirit we 
should not touch that thing with mortal thought. If we place all our 
trust in God he will bring the thing to pass. 

We learn that great blessings came to the house of Obededom 
while the ark rested there. When the law of God rules in us, our lives 
are filled with the good that God has for us. When David learned this, 
he had the ark brought to Jerusalem, the holy city. This means the 
bringing of God’s laws into the highest place in our minds, which fills 
our lives with peace and harmony and helps us to go forward to greater 
spiritual power. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the meaning of David's being made king over Israel? 
Of what is the ark a sign? 


What happens when the law of God is lifted to a high place in our 
thoughts? 


What is meant by the bringing of the ark to Jerusalem? 
LEsson THOUGHT—!/ work in perfect harmony with divine law and 
I am filled with peace and joy. 
MEMORY VERSE 
The law of God is in my heart, 
My every step it leads; 
It gives me peace in all my thoughts 


And joy in all my deeds. 


Lesson 8, AucustT 21, 1927. 
GOD’S PROMISE TO DAVID.—I Chron. 17. 
GoLDEN TEXT— 
Thy throne, O God, is for ever and ever; 
And the sceptre of uprightness is the sceptre of thy kingdom. 
—Heb. 1:8. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

David was thankful for the blessings that God had given him and 
he felt that the ark should also have a good house in which to dwell. 
This means that when love rules in us, we begin to see that we have a 
body or a temple for the mind, but have not made a place where Spirit 
can dwell throughout all time. We begin to grow in spiritual strength 
by having the desire to build a home for Spirit. 

David was not permitted to build the temple of the Lord, because 
he was a man of war. When love tries to rule by force it loses a part 
of its spiritual power, and a new spiritual thought must carry on the work 
of building the Lord’s temple. This new thought is the son, or Solomon, 
the man of wisdom and peace. 

Love has great power to draw good to itself; so David was allowed 
to gather the timbers and the stones out of which Solomon was to build 
the temple. Although the thought that is quarrelsome and warlike cannot 
build according to God’s ideas, it can get the spiritual work started by 
having the vision of that which is to be done to the glory of God. 

When our ruling thoughts, led by Spirit, change from fighting to 
peace and wisdom, we are shown how to build our bodies so that they 
will become temples of God that shall live forever. 

The promise that God made to David teaches us to know that the 
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Spirit of God is always with us as our life, our strength, and our wisdom; 
that it will help us to overcome all error thinking and will make us great 
in the things of God. 

LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is meant by David's desire to build a house for the ark of God> 
Why was David not permitted to build the temple of the Lord? 
How can we get a spiritual work started? 
What does God’s promise to David teach us? 
LEsson THOUGHT—By divine wisdom I build my body as a perfect 
temple of God. 
MEMORY VERSE 


The loving care of mind divine 
From error keeps me free; 


My body is God’s holy house, 
His Spirit dwells in me. 


Lesson 9, Aucust 28, 1927. 
NATHAN LEADS DAVID TO REPENTANCE.—II Samue} 
11:1—12:25. 
GoLDEN TEXT— 
A broken and a contrite heart, 
O God, thou wilt not despise. 
—Psalms 51:17. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES ~ 


David turned from following the Lord, and committed a great sin- 
But no matter how much man yields to error, God is always trying to 
show the right way and to call man back to him. So God sent Nathan 
(whose name means God-given) to David. Nathan stands for the inner 
voice in us that we call our conscience. 

If we have done a wrong we may try to excuse it to ourselves, or we 
may think that it is covered so that it will never trouble us again. But all 
our deeds are open to the light of the Holy Spirit within us, and our con- 
science will keep bringing them up to our memory until they are cleansed 
from our hearts. 

The best place to deal with error is in the mind, before we have put 
it into word or deed. When an error thought comes to us we can put 
it away by knowing that all we desire is that which is pure, true, and 
honest, that which is right in the sight of God. If one watches his thoughts 
and drives away every idea of error before it can grow strong, he will not 
be tempted to do evil. 

The story that Nathan told showed David how unfair he had been. 
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God is just and if we would do his will we must be fair and just to all 
persons; we also must be just to our higher selves. 

Love can do its greatest work only when it is pure and true and 
strong. For this reason we must try to show forth many of the qualities 
of God and not just one or two. The last teaching of the lesson is 
that God is willing to forgive our sins when we repent. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
For what does Nathan stand? 


How can we best put away an error thought? 
What must we be in order to do God's will? 
Why should we show forth many of the qualities of God? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—/ watch my thoughts and I hold only those 
that are pure, loving, and true. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I watch the thoughts that fill my mind, 
To keep them pure and true; 

And so the voice of conscience comes 
To teach me what to do. 


BLESSING- 


Lavona Davis 
Pueblo, Colo. 
Our Father, we thank thee for this meal. 
Help us to love the things that thou dost love, to 
do that which thou wouldst have us do, and to 
be that which thou wouldst have us be. Teach 
us, keep us, use us, Savior, now and forever- 

more. Amen. 
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BEHEADINGS 


Behead a growth and leave skill. 

Behead that which hangs, and leave wrath. 
Behead clipped and leave a musical instrument. 
Behead a beginning and leave a small pie. 
Behead a seat and leave something to work with. 
Behead an animal and leave part of the head. 
Behead faith and leave an enemy of iron. 
Behead to fetch and leave a piece of jewelry. 
Behead a handle and leave position. 

Behead to boast and leave a relative. 


CHANGE-A-LETTER PUZZLE 


FAITH THERRIEN (9 years) 
Hudson, Mass. 


Change one letter of part of your leg and make part of your face. 
Change one letter of when you are young and make part of your 


Change one letter of a kitchen article and make a rock. 


Change one letter of a part of 


S| your body and make what you 
put on it. 
jr ir Change one letter of an article 
that gives light and make slightly 
R Pj | wet. 
‘ST LIP REL SIHIE Change one letter of a great 
| dislike and make head coverings. 
AILIE N|1|P Change one letter of to hurry 
A|T/OINIE: and make a good time. 
3 Ely Change one letter of what you 
: 210 [re 3 put things in and make a swamp. 
STORMAIP IAIRIT RIE 
Change one letter of a color 
and make to close the eye. 


| 
| 
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TOMATOES AND SQUASHES 


“The summer is going to outlast me if I have to pick corn on 
many more mornings as hot as this,”” said Kegs, mopping his red face 
as he came from between the rows of green corn. 

“‘Hasn’t hurt you a bit,” called Red from the tomato patch. 
“‘Has just melted you down to a decent shape and given your cheeks 
the bloom of youth.” 

“Oh, that’s you over there. I thought I saw an extra large tomato, 
but I see it’s a red cabbage head,”’ was Kegs’ retort. He dodged as 
a rather soft tomato grazed his ear. 

““These baskets get heavier all the time,” said Cousin Bob as he 
and Chink started out with baskets on each arm. “It wasn’t so bad 
when we had just peas and beans and radishes, but corn and beets and 
squashes and carrots are all heavy.” 

“Well, these tomatoes and spuds are not light,” said Chink, 
choosing a large, ripe tomato from the top of the basket and taking a 
generous bite. 

“Say!” shouted Red indignantly, “if you want a tomato to eat, 
go and pick one. I picked those to sell.” 

““The basket was too full anyway,” explained Chink. “I knew 
it would just roll off in the dust and be wasted.” 

“Well, don’t eat any more to save them,” warned Red. 

The salesmen started down the road and the rest of the gang 
wandered over into the shade of the maple trees. 

“Oh, for a breeze,” sighed Coralee. Kegs threw himself down 
on his back and gazed into the tree. 

“There isn’t a leaf on this tree moving except when those ‘twitchy’ 
wrens fly around,” he said. ““The other birds have sense enough to 
keep quiet during the heat of the day, but I never saw it hot enough 
to keep a wren quiet.” 

“Look!” whispered David. “There’s something else you never 
saw quiet.” He nodded toward the bed where petunias—white, 
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orchid, and purple—were yielding their perfume to the warmth of the 


sun. Poised before a white flower, his wings vibrating se rapidly as_ 


to make him seem stationary, a tiny, ruby-throated humming bird was 
dipping his long bill into its heart. The Spartans watched in silence 
as he darted from flower to flower. When he left the petunia bed, 
Red laughed: 

“IT guess he has had enough at last. My! he was thirsty.” 

“‘Maybe he just wanted to change the flavor of his drink,” Kegs 
suggested. “I get tired of chocolate flavored ice cream soda some- 
times and take strawberry for a change, but I never get enough.” 

““The humming bird never seems quite real to me,” said Coralee, 
drawing her knees up under her chin. 

“There you go,” said Red. “Whenever you sit that way, I 
know you are going to be queer again.” 

Coralee did not answer him. 

“His throat is so red and his back such a green green,” she went 
on, “‘that it seems some one must have splashed him with paint.” 

““He doesn’t sing,” said David. “Perhaps his bright clothes 
make up for that.” 

“They do,” nodded Coralee. “When I see him I feel the same 
as I do when I hear the wood thrush singing.” 

“Well, talking about drinking has made me thirsty,” said Kegs. 

““There’s the well,”” Red offered. 

“No,” Kegs decided. “I’m not going to fill up on water. 
David’s mother said she would give us some lemonade when the others 
get back. They’re mighty slow today.” 

““You ought to try waiting for yourself,” said Red. ‘‘Yesterday 
I sold all my vegetables and waited for you until I nearly melted.” 

“Tt wasn’t my fault,” protested Kegs. “It was that Miss Ever- 
ton’s. She wanted to know everything that had happened in the neigh- 
borhood since I was there before. It’s your turn to go there next time.” 

“Why do you tell her so much?” asked Red. 

“Oh, she generally gives me a cooky or something,” admitted 
Kegs, and the gang laughed. 

“Here they come,” said David. 

““Gee! look how Chink is sweating,” Red added. 

“Sweating nothing,” Chink answered. “I fell into the creek.” 

““‘What are you fussing about>’’ asked Kegs. “On a hot day 
like this it ought to feel good.” 

“Tt felt all right but a basket of tomatoes went in with me and 
got smashed,” explained Chink. 

did it happen>?”’ asked David. 
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Cousin Bob, who had said nothing at all, threw himself on the 
grass and doubled up with laughter. Chink looked at him in disgust. 

“Fine business man he is. A\ll those tomatoes gone and he thinks 
it’s funny,” he said. 

“Well, tell us about it,”” said Coralee impatiently, “‘and for good- 
ness’ sake stand in the sun so you'll dry.” 

“Not I!” said Chink, flopping down in the shade. “‘Enough has 
happened to me today without my evaporating and going up in steam. 
Let Bob tell you—he enjoys it so much.” 

“We were going over the narrow footbridge,”’ said Cousin Bob, 
sitting up and wiping his eyes. “Bige spied a terrapin coming toward 
us. You know Bige isn’t afraid of a terrapin, but ever since Red-Eye 
Pete snapped him he likes to approach one from the rear. There was 
no room to circle and the terrapin kept coming, so Bige rapidly backed 
up. ‘He’ll back into the creek if he isn’t careful,’ I yelled. ‘Why 
should he?’ Chink said. “Why, I could walk backward across there 
and not fall in. All you have to do is stay in the middle.’ 

“T bet him a million dollars he couldn’t, and he started across. 
You remember that place, about two thirds of the way over, where 
the plank sticks up? Well, you can guess the rest. Chink had for- 
gotten that and he ran into it and fell. That bridge isn’t any too wide 
to walk on, let alone to fall on. If Chink had gone straight back he 
might have stayed on the bridge but he fell sidewise, and in he went, 
head first, tomatoes and all. The first thing he said when he got his 
head above water and stopped sputtering was, “The tomatoes are all 
squashed.” I told him that was too bad, since we had plenty of 
squashes.” 

“And as if that wasn’t enough,” said Chink, joining in the laugh- 
ter, ““Bige jumped in after me, barking joyfully. He thought I had 
decided to take a swim. Then Bob got funny again and asked us if 
we liked bathing in tomato soup. He said if we only had some spices 
and a barrel or two of vinegar to add, we would have catchup. I’m 
glad I'd sold the things in the other basket before I fell in.” 

“We'll charge the tomatoes to Bige or to the terrapin and for- 


get it,” grinned David. “Let’s go and remind Mother of that 
lemonade.” 


| 
| 
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HAVE YOU MET NED DAY 


You will find him in the pages of 
“Wee Wisdom’s Way,” a charming 
little book by Myrtle Fillmore. 


“Three Legs’—that’s what the 
boys called Ned, because he was a 
cripple and had to have a crutch to 
help him walk. 


Ned’s mother was an invalid too, 
but this family had been taught that 
God sent trials to test his children, 
and they didn’t complain. But it was 
hard for a fellow to understand why 
he should always hobble around on a crutch while other boys and girls 
could run and play. 


Then one day Aunt Joy came to visit the Day family. From that 
time things began to -hhappen—wonderful things at which the whole town 
marveled. 


You will find Ned and his mother and his cunning little sister, Trixie, 
and all the rest of this family in “Wee Wisdom’s Way,” and you will 
love meeting them, too. 


Myrtle Fillmore had three little sons of her own and she knew just 
the sort of things that boys and girls do and that they love to hear about. 
“Wee Wisdom’s Way” contains many attractive illustrations that add to 
its charm. It is published in paper cover for $.50, and in cloth binding 
for $.75. 


There are several other interesting Unity books for young folk, with happy 
boys and girls, whom you will like, playing through their pages. We can 
heartily recommend any of them to you. 


Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks........ paper, $.50; cloth, $ .75 
The Garden, the Gate, and the Key................ 75 
25 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Beneath the early morning sun, 
The finest webs of clothesline run 
From leaf to leaf, on bush and tree, 


With jeweled gauze hung daintily. 


For fairies dance and play all night, 
But with the first faint ray of light 
They wash their spangled robes in dew 
And hang them out, as you may view. 
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SEVENTEEN HEN 


One day Buddy and I played in the 
shade of the pine tree in the yard. Buddy 
was making, me a table for my playhouse. 

Buddy told me to look. I saw a hen 


coming, to the shade. She was bringin3, 
some little chicks. 

It was a hot day.. When a little chick 
came to the shade of a weed it dropped 
down and rested. Then the mother hen 
waited for it. After a while they all 
reached the shade of the tree. 

They were panting, for water. Buddy 
ran to the well and brought cold water for 
them. Then he gave the little chicks oat- 
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meal and the mother hen corn. The little 
ones could not eat the corn. 

There were thirteen little chicks. The 
mother hen kept them under the tree for 
a whole week. Then Buddy put out a coop 
for them and took them to the chicken 
yard. 

The mother hen coaxed four other 
little chicks from their mothers. Then she 
had seventeen chicks. 


That is why we call her the seventeen 


H 
hen. 
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WISE SUNFIP 


CORA M.V. PREBLE: 


The sunflowers in my garden 
Stand very straight and tall 

And lift their cheery faces 

Beside the big stone wall. 


They look like pretty ladies 
Astanding in a row, 

And swaying in the breezes 

So gently to and fro. 


They're very wise—my sunflowers— 
For shadows they don't mind, 
Because they face the sunshine 


And leave the shade behind! 
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~ when he tells them this, they say: ae she can go an-oth -er day.” 


| 
t 


OSS 
/\__ 223" 


: 


—— 


46 
Some days they let my broth-er take Me rowing with hira on the lake. | 
softly : 
| 
| While thereI sit so still that he Need nev-er wor-ry a - bout me. And 
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Blanche 


The brooks all laugh in June 


time ; 
There's bird song in July; 
There's only drowsy stillness 
Beneath an August sky— 


Until the cool blue shadows 
Bring the cicada’s tune, 


At just the hour that moon- 
flowers 


Look up to greet the moon. 
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TI will be still 
And know the way 
That leads to highest 


( And know the voice 
Of God within 


Bids me rejoice. 


I will be still 

And know God’s peace 
From every care 

Has brought release. 
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